
138 THE GLORY OF THE TRENCHES
I was out there, whether there was any religion
in the trenches, I should have replied, " Certainly
not." Now that I've been out of the fighting for
a while, I sec that there is religion there; a re-
ligion which will dominate the world when the
war is ended— the religion of heroism. It's a
religion in which men don't pray much. With
me, before I went to the Front, prayer was a
habit. Out there I lost the habit; what one was
doing seemed sufficient. I. got the feeling that I

might be meeting God at any moment, so I didn't
iieed to be worrying Him all the time, hanging on
to a spiritual telephone and feeling slighted if He
didn't answer me directly I rang Him up. If
God was really interested in me, He didn't need
constant reminding. When He had a world to
manage, it seemed best not to interrupt Him with
frivolous petitions, but to put my prayers into my
work. That's how we all feel out there.

God as we see Him ! I couldn't have told you
how I saw Him before I went to France. It's

funny— you go away to the most damnable un-
dertaking ever invented, and you come back
cleaner in spirit. The one thing that redeems
the horror is that it does make a man momen-
tarily big enough, to be in sympathy with his
Creator— he gets such glimpses of Him in his

fellows.
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